THE MAGNATES

she didn't, it would be the last straw! Don't tap the bench with your
stick.  It makes a most disagreeable noise,"

"But I'm not tapping it, Juliette."
. "Oh, I thought..,"

They fell silent for a moment. A few leaves fell from the willow on
to the dark mirror of the lake.

"No, I won't," he said. "I'm an old bachelor; I should have to alter
all my habits. One no longer can at our age. Oh, if it were you, it
would be another matter."

"What did you say? Speak up I"

"I said, if it were a question of marrying you, you, I wouldn't hesi-
tate for a second, and well you know it."

"And I, too, Olivier.   I believe I'd have liked to end my days at
your side," said Madame de La Monnerie. "Our great friendship, the
feeling that a man still thinks of one, still takes pleasure in one ..."
She spoke with some emotion.

"Well then, Juliette?" he asked slowly, turning to look at her. "Why
don't we do it?"

"One seldom does what one wants. Indeed, I've generally had to
do the opposite all my life," she replied. "Besides, you know, we'd
look rather ridiculous too. At least let it serve some useful purpose, if
it must be ridiculous!"

She was silent for a while, weighing her renunciation, then added:
"Come on, old friend, do me this great service. Marry my niece."
He hesitated, breathing deeply.

"So be it," he said, "because I've loved you very much, Juliette."
Madame de La Monnerie placed her hand over Olivier's and
squeezed it.

" I was sure of you. You're a wonderful man," she said.
Olivier raised her black glove to his lips.  There were tears in his
eyes.

"But first, Juliette," he said, "I must make you a confession."
"What on earth?" she asked.

"All the world believes that I'm a natural son of the Due de Chartres.
Well, my mother may perhaps indeed have known the Due de Chartres,
but only after my birth and..."

"Oh, really," interrupted Madame de La Monnerie, "please don't
go on. I've got enough trouble on my hands. When a thing has been
said for so long, it ends by becoming true. And, anyway, are you
absolutely certain? You look so like the Orleans!"

" It's quite accidental," said Olivier with his melancholy irony. And
he added: "Perhaps it'll also be said that Isabelle's child looks like the
Due de Chartres through me."
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